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Sebastian had made himself an extraordinary garden.
Olga's terraces were lovely, were well kept... ordered. But
this was a riot of color, of trees, climbers and shrubs planted
at hazard, growing untrimmed, apparently untended. It was
difficult to believe that he had done it in a year, Bougain-
villea, honeysuckle, golden shower, coral vines, potato creeper,
and Cape jasmine covered the house. Young bananas grew
among the hibiscus, poinsettia, and transplanted palms. He
had a patch of pineapples and a small land where his girls cul-
tivated maracas, cow peas, sweet millets, and casava. Young
paw-paws grew among the maize plants; pumpkin vines,
hairy-leaved and yellow, trumpet-flowered, crawled over the
ground. Green peppers, okra, sweet potatoes, and tomatoes
grew in voluptuous profusion. The garden expressed its
owner. Its piled masses of vegetation, its flowers and fruits, its
vast disorder, achieved a magnificence of design. It was as if,
casting his seeds, letting them fall where they would, Sebastian
sowing blindly, inevitably made beauty. It was very still; the
flowers hung motionless on the shrubs. The sky was cloudless.
clt is beautiful, is it not?'
cYes,5 Wilson said. He raised his glass. Sebastian drank
with him. How pleasant it was to sit here with his patron!
He would not show him the picture yet. He would save it up.
Besides, the light was not as good as it had been. And this was
an opportunity for further talk. The American was partaking
of his hospitality. He could not get away. He was pinned
down by his bourgeois good manners.
Now me, Sebastian thought. I would not be pinned down
like that by a drink. If I did not want to stay, I would throw it
in the face of my host. I would get up and leave. I would
drink it quickly and then leave. I would... but then I am not
bourgeois. I have never been called that. All other things,
yes, but never that. He thought of nature, again of the beau-
ties of nature, of animals. It was wonderful how Pernod
cleared your mind.